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MOTLEY NOTES. 


UEEN VICTORIA was once talking in her gracious 

() way to some little children. “And where do you 

live?” she said, patting one of the children on the 

face. ‘Oh! we live near the Army and Navy Stores,” 

replied one self-satisfied youngster. ‘“ Where do you live?” 

“T live,” said the Queen, “near Gorringe’s.” What kindly 
thought ! 


Here is another Queen story. When her late Majesty had 
a family of young children about her, she was attended by a 
doctor whose name was Brown. The (ueen always addressed 
him affectionately as “ Brown,” and her children began to do the 
same. This was naughty, and the Queen said so. Addressing 
the little Princess Royal she said, “If you do not say ‘ Dr.’ 
Brown [ shall send you straight to bed.” That very day when 
the doctor, having called, was making his adieux, the Princess 
Royal put out her tiny hand and said, ‘‘ Good-bye, Brown— 
and good-night, too, for I’m going straight to bed.” 
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Another great teetotal victory. The London County Council 
Election was fought entirely on water. 


The very first Bradshaw Railway Guide has just been sold 
by auction. The purchaser, we understand, has not bought it 
merely as a curiosity. He uses it whenever he has to ent-#t 
fine in catching a South-Eastern train. 













The Sultan of Morocco has sent to Glasgow for a set of 
bagpipes. His Majesty is determined to find out which are 
his true friends at the Court. 








[f the Sultan adopts the kilt as well, booksellers will be 
able to speak of Morocco. und half-calf all in one. 
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An Austrian caricedurist has just celebrated Lord Roberts’s 
‘levation to the rak of a Knight of the Black Eagle. The 
picture represents the gallant Field-Marshal standing on the 
allows, with ravens hovering about his body in a painfully 
uggestive manner. The artist, we learn, is popular in Vienna. 
He deserves to be hanged. 
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First Iqnoramus.— That fellow Stephen Phillips is writing 
Beerbohm Tree a play on the Odyssey. What's the Odyssey!” 

Second Iqgnoramus.—“ Oh ! it’s a poem by Omar.” 

First Ignoramus.—“ Never heard of him.” 


Second Iqnoramus (proudly ).—* I say, old chap, I shouldn't 
let anybody hear you say that.” 


American justice has sentenced a man to a year’s hard 
labour, to be followed by, first, three months solitary confine- 
ment, and then by—hanging. What they will do to this 
unfortunate wretch if he dies before he has completed his 
sentence goodness only knows. It is hinted they may try him 
for contempt of court. But, happily, the decision will re st, as 
the lawyers say, with the Higher Courts, ' 


O Tempora! O Mores! 


[The Morning Post complains that no one now takes any 
interest in the debates of the House of Commons. | 


O for those battles when Gladstone and Dizzy, 
Flung o’er the table invective and scorn, 
When panting reporters sat pallid and busy, 
Scribbling verbatims far into the morn ; 
Days when our Brodrick was sucking his coral, 
Jurns with his bawling shook fiercely his crib, 
When Campbell and Bannerman made up their quarre|, 
When dear Arthur Balfour was messing his bib. 


Now in the Chamber sit lounger and dandy, 
Simpering platitudes morning and night— 
O for one hour of rhetorical Randy, 
The lightning of Lowe and the thunder of Bright ! 
Now every man has his own little grievance, 
Petty the conflict and dull the debate, 
Gone is the glory, the fame of St. Stephen’s, 
But—smooth work the wheels of the labouring State. 


Mr. Leonard Courtney describes the Manchester Guardian 
as an “honourable paper.” It was the Manchester Guardian 
that refused Mr. Theophilus Schreiner’s damning refutation 
of Cronwright-Schreiner’s anti-English article which appeared 
in that honourable newspaper’s columns. Try again, Leonard. 
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Mr. Max O’ Rell has been talking about the behaviour of the 


crowds at the late Queen’s funeral. “I am sure,” he says, “it 
was not as the Queen would have wished it to be.” From a 
foreigner posing as a judge of good manners this 1s pretty. 
We always thought De mortucs nil nisi bonum. 


Our reference to the presence of Scotsmen in Mars has 
induced a correspondent to point out that as far back as 1404 
there was in the peerage of Scotland an Earl of Mar. Surely, 
he concludes, the ruddy planet is Mar’s. 


Tue New Miss MurFét. 
Little Miss C.-B. sat on a hedge, 
ating her words all day, 
There came a great Harcourt and sat down beside her, 
And frightened Miss C.-B. dreadfully. 

Experiments in America have proved to the satisfaction of 
newspaper reporters that pigs can be fattened in an astonish. 
ingly short time by electricity. One wonders, gasping over 
the matutinal bacon here in England, whether electric pork 
would be very different in taste from a rasher of greased 


lightning. 


Speculators in railways: Travellers by the South-Eastern 
“* Deferred.” 

Our old friend Sir John Lubbock is not a success as a peer. 
Members of the gilded chamber complain that he is snobbish. 
They say he is for ever talking Shop. 
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FANCIFUL FACTS FROM THE MAGAZINES. 
THE Size or My 
Tuirst in Siren 
Boarps Town. 


| 





My Tuirst Tren 
MILES FROM THE 
Next INN. 


¢ With a) ologies to those who imitate Mr. J. Holt Shooling. ) 


FUN. 


SHINE ! 


[The latest development of the automatic machine is a bg, 


cleaner. | 
Boy, with smeary pots of blacking, 
Kneeling on your piece of sacking, 
Boy, in coat of lurid red,— 
There’s a sword above your head. 


Just a penny in the slot 

Gives us brush and blacking pot, 
Just a penny, and our feet 
Twinkle radiant down the street. 


Ah! the blacking in the slot! 
Boot-black, you must go to pot ; 
This machine for boot and shoe 
Takes the shine clean out of you! 


The Daily Marl possesses an admirable skill in the com- 
posing of fluttering headlines, but it should be careful, The 
other day these two headings to paragraphs trod on each 
other’s heels : 

CAPTAIN AND SHIP Go Down. 

Up GokEs THE PRICE OF SALT. 
Our contemporary should really have made some effort to 
separate the salt from the sea. 

The great Republic of the West is getting along quite 
nicely. Royal splendour, we read, accompanied the installa. 
tion of Mr. McKinley as President. And more than this 
While the multitude shouted and laughed, the great William 
McKinley was observed to pass his hand sadly and regretfully 
on his fast vanishing locks. He was feeling for the crown of 
his head. 

“Do you see anything ridiculous in my hat, everybody 
stares at me so?” said a man to an acquaintance. “I suspect 
it must be the face,” was the rejoinder. 





HOUSE OF COMMONS LIBRARY. 


CoMPLAINTS have been made that the House of Commons 
library needs bringing up to date. The following additions 
are proposed : 


Mr. Burdett-Coutts . 
Mr. Lloyd George 
Mr. Powell Williams 
Sir W. Bhownagree . 
‘ua af. C. Bannerman 
Sir W. Harcourt . 
“ Bobby ” Spenser 


. “The Amazing Marriage.” 

. “ Autobiography of a Slander.” 

. “The Stickit Minister.” 

. “Not so Black as We’re Painted.” 

. “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.” 

. “Paradise Lost.” 

. “ A Son of the Soil.” (“ I am not an 
agricultural labourer.”) 

. “The Complete Letter-writer.” 

. “Grimm’s Fairy Tales.” 

. “What will He do with It?” 

. “The Disowned.” 

. “The Perpetual Curate.” 

Mr. J. Chamberlain. . “ Master-man Ready.” 

Mr. Keir Hardie . . . “The Return of the Native.” 

Mr. Rutherford Harris. ‘“ A Peep Behind the Scenes.” __ 

Mr. Henniker Heaton . ¢ The Pennycome Quicks” (Bariné 

Gould). 

Mr. Bryce . “Sermons Out of Church.” 

Mr. Healy . . . . . “The Angel in the House.” 

Mr. Winston Churchill. “The Mighty Atom.” 


Mr. J. E. Ellis. . 
Mr. Bryn Roberts. 
Mr. St. J. Brodrick . 
Mr. H. H. Chaplin 
Mr. Jesse Collings 
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“You KNow THE Mr. Dospson THAT LUCY SMITH 
“Like? Her’s THE SORT OF MAN THAT WILL SPEAK OF His Wire As ‘Mrs. D.’ 


Dogs THAT DescrrpE Him?” 
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(A Diary of Irresponsible Incidents. ) 


AST night I entered Parliament. I also came out again. 

Sut that is a story on which Mr. Tommy Bowles and 

_/ | differ. When the Speaker had greeted me and 

said, “How d’ye do, Mr. Jester?” Mr. Bowles came up 

scowlingly. Said he, “This place is not big enough for both 

of us.” I didn’t know what he then meant. But afterwards 

he met me in a dark corner and wanted to sell me a cap and 
bells cheap. 

Not being an ordinary politician, Mr. Balfour and Sir William 
Harcourt introduced me. ‘“ You stay below the bar till I 
come,” said Mr. Balfour. It was a funny thing to do. But 
| didn’t, although the man behind the counter threatened to 
call a policeman. It was an awkward position. Also the 
beer tank dribbled into my neck. I had often read that 
members retired below the bar, and I mused. 

I saw two long legs pass and I peered out. “ Hello,” I cried, 
when I recognised Mr. Balfour. ‘“ What are you doing there ?” 
he asked. “Staying below the bar,” I said. 

He laughed so much he would have cracked in two had not 
a couple of constables held him together. “T’ll feteh Harcourt,” 
he remarked. “Buta word. You must talk blood to him.” 

“Blood!” I exclaimed, 
feeling nervous. 

“Say you adore the blood 
of the Plantagenets; that’ll 
please him.” Then Mr. 
Balfour smiled. He smiles 
like a girl I once knew at 
Brighton. 

Sir William Harcourt came 
to me. He is very billowy. 
It took me three minutes 
seven seconds and five eighths 
to go round him. Balfour 
held the watch. 

The three of us walked 
into the House, Mr. Balfour 
on one side of me, Sir 
William on the other. There 
was a great noise, quite 
deafening. Somebody was 
being killed, and I suggested 
it might be done more 
quietly. 
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“Qh! that’s only the Irish taking afternoon exercise,” Said 
Mr. Balfour. 

“ Hi, diddle-diddle ; the fool in the middle,” somebody gap, 
I recognised a personal insult. It was Mr. Bowles, the memb. 
for East Lynn. 

“He’s really member for King’s Lynn,” said Sir Willian 
Harcourt. “But you're quite right; everybody says ky. 
Lynn. Same with Tay Pay O’Connor. He sits for Scotland 
division ; but be sure to say Scotland Yard! The House yj 
laugh. It’s an old joke, but the House likes old jokes,” 

At the other end of the House, in what seemed a big cof, 
reared on end, was a gentleman in a wig. In front of him wer 
three other gentlemen in wigs not so big. 

“Quite like the Old Bailey,” I said. Mr. Balfour looke 
down at me and remarked Parliament was a serious place, | 
saw the eye of the Judge—I mean the Speaker—on me. 

“Come on,” said Sir William, giving me an unkind dig oy 
one side. ‘Come on,” said Mr. Balfour, giving me a nasty dig 
on the other. I thought it 
rude of them, and would have 
said so had they not knocked 
all the breath from me. I 
walked on and everybody 
cheered. “Now bow,” said 
Mr. Balfour. I forgave him 
the blow. This was a happy 
thought of his. Great men 
always bowed when they 
were cheered. I felt flattered. 
I turned and bowed first to 
one side and then the other. 
They cheered louder. They 
were glad JI had arrived. 
Maybe a little speech would 
be appropriate, though I had 
not prepared anyimpromptus. 

“ Gentlemen,” I exclaimed, 
“T am touched, I am over- 
whelmed.” That was the 
proper way to begin. But 
members started howling as 
though I owed them money. 
They shouted, “ Order, <a . 
order!” in a most disorderly . 
way. VERY BILLowy. 


I turned to my introducers. Mr. Balfour had staggered 
back and fallen aghast into the lap of a very red-faced 
gentleman wearing a black-rimmed eyeglass and a shirt front 
made of the Union Jack. His name was Ashmead-Bartlett. 
The gentleman with the blood of the Plantagenets seemed to 
have swollen twice as big as before, and there was another 
billow to his chin. 

There came towards me a spare gentleman in knee breeches. 
“ Rather tight to cycle in,” I remarked. He put out his hand. 
I grasped it. “Delighted to see you, sir,” I said. But lhe 
wasn’t at all pleased. He said he was the Sergeant-at-Arms 
Then I noticed he had a long thin sword by his side. I supp0s 
he gives fencing lessons. 

I was most anxious to do what was right. Sir William 
growled “Bow to the Speaker.” Then I bowed to the 
gentleman in the coffin. ee , 

Men were sitting about with their hats on. So I put mie 
on. That didn’t please. There was yelling, “Hats off.” No 
one took their hat off but myself. I saw that the House of 
Commons interested itself in trifles. 

One of the barristers or clerks opened a,book and told n# 
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Igor, 
ise,” Said 
to sign my name. 
dy sang’ There were many 
member other names in 
execrable writing. 
. ‘ . . 
Willian, “My dear sir, 
ys Eas don’t you think a 
Scotland few lessons in 
use Will ~aligraphy would 
” | be useful?” | 
: a ste , 
ig coffin i suggested. But he 


only said “Sign ” 
in a very gruff 
voice, and | 
signed. A gentle- 
man with a glass 
in his eye and a 
starfish in his 
huttonhole kicked 
my elbow. I've 
been told Mr, 
Chamberlain 
always does 
that to new 
members. 

. : Then the Speaker said “Glad to see you,” and he stretched 
his hand quite affably. I appreciated his good will. I was 
just inviting him to take pot luck with me some night when 
some one, I think it must have been Mr. Chamberlain, tugged 
at my coat. I would have raised a phrenological bump had | 
not collided with Mr. Chaplin’s waistcoat. He looked surprised, 
but wasn’t more rude than the rest. 


A DYSPEPTIC’S DIARY. 


CHAPTER ¥, 


IRCUMSTANCES hardly so romantic as I could wish 
—looking on at Punch and Judy show—but the golden- 
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Mr. BowLEs CAME UP SCOWLINGLY. 
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questioning me more directly. ‘ Yes,” I say, evasively, “ the 
fever was terrible at Bloemfontein.” She looks at me with a 
world of compassion in her eye. Poor girl! How sadly I am 
deluding her—and she a sufferer—condemned (or more or 
less condemned), at her time of life, to a bath-chair! Punch 
continues to knock down victims. Circumstances perhaps 
not romantic, but full of good omen for married life. Punch 
decidedly masterful husband—knows how to be master in his 
own house. Only one step, they say, from the sublime to the 
ridiculous. Which, I wonder, is this ? 

I tind she knows Barnes, my friend Barnes. Never was 
much of a friend of mine before—Barnes—but now | suddenly 
discover unsuspected and affectionate interest in Barnes. 
Talk as if Barnes was my déarest friend in the world. 
Speak of him as “dear old fellow!” Never dreamed of 
calling him in such a way before ; but he seems like a sort of 
link between us. Great thing to have a Jink. Asa matter 
of fact I rather dislike Barnes. Mother, from the bath-chair, 
seems to regard me with an eye of dreary suspicion. Seems 
to take but little interest in Punch and Judy show. Ask 
her if such is the case—mem, always to be studiously 
polite to possible, or impossible, mother-in-law. Says she 
never did care for the theatre. Suggest we shall move on 
and walk about a little. “But,” says golden-haired bath 
chair, ‘fcan you really walk? Will it not hurt you?” 
“Oh! no,” I say, cheerfully, “not at all.” She looks at me 
with the glance one gives a hero. Am [a hero? Not sure how 
a hero feels. Think it can hardly be like this. Suddenly 
remember Barnes. Barnes is sure to tell her about me—that 
| have chambers in the Temple—that [ am less like a hero 
than any man he knows. Can clearly imagine Barnes doing 
it. Just the sort of thing Barnes would do. I always disliked 
Barnes. Now | hate him. “ What are you thinking about?’ 
she asks suddenly. “Are youin pain?” “ Not much,” I admit, 
doubtfully. “I was thinking—I was thinking—how well you 
are walking.” She laughed merrily (she has a wonderfully 
charming laugh). “‘Oh! I,” she says, “I am all right. There’s 
nothing the matter with me, you know, really. I only go ina 
bath-chair for fun!” 
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haired, blue-eyed bath-chair brings romance every 
where. Also she brings her mother, which _ nee 
is not romantic. This time it is the - 
sn mother, not she, that is in the bath- 
' chair. To my happiness [ find that she 
can walk—not, as I feared, a cripple 
confined to the bath-chair for life. 
ggered “So glad,” I murmured, in intervals ‘of ee 
1-faced Punch’s atrocities, “to see you walking hes 
t front like like anyone else.” Feel that this f 
artlett. is hardly language of compliment. So 
ned to much easier to begin a compliment than 
nother & to finish it! She does not mind; 
4 expresses mutual pleasure to see me 
eches. “walking like—like this.” “Yes,” I 
hand. say, “Oh! yes, I can walk—a little.” 
ut he “Was it,” she asks, “an expanding 
Arms. bullet?” Punch man is squeaking 
|ppose furiously. “No,” I yell, to make my 
voice heard above the din, “not an”— 
‘liam suddenly the squeak ceased, but I 
> the cannot check the volume of my voice— 
“expanding bullet,” I bellow out in the 
mine middle of a silence. Several people in 
» No the crowd look round. “Ah!” she 
se of » Says, lowering voice, sympathetically, 
’ “that fever was so sad at Bloemfontein !” 
d ne Her delicacy evidently forbids her 








IN AN OMNIBUS. 

































































w 


ie 







—~— me 





















































TO 


MARCH 16, rgor, 








. . 
- 
FER x 
SY A \ 
x \ ‘ 
a \Y \ 
ww 
‘ . 
\ 


— 
— 
— = 
=—S “SS 


= 
ape 
—— 


ee 


Ss ag 
Nn . 


“igs ; £ . 
4 4S NOT, 
4 


sf 















Ss 


f 
/ 


~ os 


j , 
s 


i aXeraiy! i 
MY 


4, 


SS 
 \ 


4 
rf { 
‘ 
ts 


XY 


YS 


NW 


O 
- " . 


.\ 


% 


ASS 
' ak N \ 
14’) ; i 


a lass 
iy 
i . Sp 
TP) 
( 


, — 
} 





Mr. Walters thinks he will ride out with the Southdown Hounds.—“ Sort 
or Country You can GaLLop Over For Hours WITHOUT MEETING A FENCE. 


AumMost Dut, You Know.” 





THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF CORNWALL 


AND YORK. 
Go forth, sir ; yonder there is much to tell ; 

In such a cause it is no grief to part, 

Go bravely, with a glad and solemn heart, 
O’er the grey waters that you love so well. 
Go ! that our brothers under fresh, far skies 

May read in you the grandeur of their race, 

A gleam of British honour in your face, 

A glimpse of British sweetness in your eyes. 


Say that we greet in constant brotherhood 


The strong young peoples that have shown the thrill 


Of the old island spirit, daring still 
To seal the ancient bond with noble blood. 








—“ 


Teacher.—“ Now, then, is there any 
boy who can tell me the meaning of 
the word ‘refugee’ ?” 

Bright Scholar.—“ Yes, sir, an umpire 
at a football match!” 


THERE was an old man who said, “ Where 
Shall I find the right words to declare— 
How I utterly bar 
The modern bazaar ? 

It’s a fair where unfairness is fair.” 
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A Ciry man says that what the 
Liberal party want is “an Honest 
Broker.” If they only had one, he 
would compel them to settle their 
“differences” at once, or else be 
‘“ hammered !” 

THERE was appropriateness in the 
aspiration of Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 
whose jests cause so many wry faces, 
to be member for “ Cockermouth.” 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Field says 
that gun headache drives many people 
to use 20-bores. Certainly the converse 
is true, that bore headache makes one 
feel inclined to use twenty guns. 


















How few of us when we meet a friend 
in need treat him as a friend indeed! 
Some old “saws ” are double-edged. 














How to compress a mountain of love 
into a molehill: Sign yourself “ Yours 
Everest ” in a postscript. 

“ MANNERS for all” tells us that itis 
a graceful act on the part of the young 
man, when an engagement is broken 
off, “to save the woman’s feelings by 
taking upon himself the burden of 
having been jilted.” This is the wise 
man’s burden, for it not only saves the 
woman’s feelings, but sometimes the 
man’s pockets—his “ breaches ” pockets. 
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We know them ever ready, ever true, 
Their elders culling wisdom from the years, 
Their mothers smiling through unbidden tears 
On youth with soul aflame to dare and do. 


And they who kept the bond in hours of stress 

Shall feel our greatness as they felt our need, 

Shall guard the helpless whom their hands have freed, 
And win fierce hearts with gallant gentleness. 


We dwell in shadowed lands, yet still we trust 
That haply in some golden after-age, 
When all shall share their goodly heritage 
With love more wide, more tender, more august, 


When the wild clash and fury of arms shall cease, 
And battles only live in passionate song, 
One hope, one star, may guide our children long 
In paths of scarce imaginable peace. 
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APOLOGIA PRO MEA CULPA. 
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ALICE ENTERS SMART SOCIETY. 


T was the Black Cat that did it. Alice had been waiting 


for her husband’s return quite peacefully, you jknow, 

until Fun’s Black Cat set her thinking about Smart 
Society. “I should certainly like to see Smart Society,” 
she sighed. And Alice putting down Fun took up a 
fashionable journal and began to study it. Oh, dear! how 
that foolish little Alice did envy all the Duchesses and 
Countesses and Mrs. Bob This and Mrs. Charlie That whose 
photographs smile at her from the paper ! 

“And yet,” said Alice, “there’s not one of them half as 
pretty as me!” She jumped up and went to the looking- 
vlass. “ Yes, I’m really very pretty,” she said, “and it’s only 
want of money that keeps me out of Society. I wish Jack’s 
income "—Jack was her husband—‘“ could be blown out like a 
bicyele wheel. How nice that would be. And I’d do the 
pumping Oh! I’m sure I could pump him.” Fancy blowing 
out one’s income like a twopenny tube! Foolish Alice ! 

She was just going to laugh at her own folly when the 
looking-glass suddenly began to melt away “just like a bright 
silvery mist.” And there, instead of plain common glass, was 
a room ; and (will you believe it?) the room was filled with all 
the fashionable people whose photographs she had seen in the 
fashionable journal! They were playing roulette. “I think 
I'll go in,” said Alice ; “I didn’t know a poor person could get 
into Society so easily. Yes, I’ll go in, and get back before 
Jack comes home.” So in she went. “ Better keep out,” said 
a voice near her ; “the champagne is beastly!” Alice looked 
down (forthe voice came from below) and saw a Duke lying 





“THE CHAMPAGNE Is BEASTLY !” 


Goupasrla 
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send me to sleep. And the champagne is—— 


in the fender. He looked dreadfully tipsy 
“Certainly he’s beneath me,” she though 
“but I suppose I ought to stoop.” 

“Why should I keep out?” she 
aloud, picking the Duke up and holding : 
him steady with one ‘hand, while she 
brushed the dust and ashes from his robes 
with the other. 

“Everything here is topsy-turvy,” he 
growled. “Everything here is opposite. 
Wish I'd never come in ; too late now tg 
get back. Once in, never get out. And the 
champagne is beastly !” . 

Alice turned away and picked up a book 
that was near her. But she could not make 
head or tail of the poems that were inside. 
The sentiments were all topsy-turvy. 

“Read that,” said the Duke. “ That’! 
show you. It’s all opposite to the real 
thing. The Best Society reads poetry that says exactly the 
other thing. Everything here is{topsy-turvy. And the 
champagne is beastly !” 
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“You Must Do as WE Do,” HE SAID, WINKING. 


Alice wished he wouldn’t talk so much about the champagne, 
for the whole room smelt of whisky, and wine, and cigars 


and she wanted to forget it. 


“Read the poem,” said the Duke, “read it aloud. It'll 


3? 


Alice began to read the poem. It was called 


THE HIGHER THE LOWER. 


‘Twas brilliant, and the punting Snobs 
Did swig and gamble o’er the board ; 
All noisy were the Mrs. Bobs, 
And the rich Hebrews roared. 
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‘“ Beware the Beaten- 
track, my son! 
The laws of father, 
mother, wife ! 
Beware the moral path, 
and shun 
The fruitful married 
life!” 


He threw his honour to 
the winds, 
Long time he mixed 
with helot Snobs, 
He joined the set that swig and bet 
And ogle Mrs. Bobs. 


And as he joined the vulgar din 
The Beatentrack withdrew from sight ; 
He journeyed on from sin to sin 
Invariably tight. 


One, two, three, four—four youths no more 
He drove to suicide by debt, 

He left them dead, but O he shed 
Such glory on his set! 




















A Lot or MEN AND WoMEN PLAYING AT ROULETTE. 


‘And hast thou been divorced my son? 
And hast thou gambled all away ? 

O noble past! O great! O smart!” 
He asked him home to stay. 


’T was brilliant, and the punting Snobs 
Did swig and gamble o’er the board ; 
All noisy were the Mrs. Bobs, 
And the rich Hebrews roared. 


“Tt doesn’t seem quite proper,” said Alice, “but I 
suppose it is because I have been living such a dull 
middle-class life. I wonder if I could get used to 
smoking and drinking whisky with a lot of men and 
women playing at roulette or baccarat. I think I'll try 
just until Jack comes home, you know. Jack wouldn’t 
like it of course; but Jack’s so stupid; he never gets 
tipsy; he never grumbles, and he never ogles other 
men’s wives——” 

She stopped suddenly and uttered a little cry. The 
tipsy Duke was making eyes at her! 

“Now youre in here you must do as we do, you 
know,” he said, winking, and he wrinkled up his shiny 
purple old face into a dreadful grin. 

“TI think I must go back to my husband,” Alice cried, 
growing very nervous. 

“Husband!” cried the Duke. “By my garter, you 
mustn’t talk like that! Husband, husband! We never 
mention the word here. You might as well speak of 
religion. Obsolete, obsolete! Look in the Fashionable 








Dictionary. There you are, under H, towards the end. 
H-u-s-b-a-n-d. U’s towards the end, isn’t it?” 

“T know how to spell, thank you,” said Alice, turning the 
pazes with a little toss of her head. 

“Do you, though? Spell ‘honor,’ then?” 

“ H-o-n-o-u-r!” said Alice, sharply. 

“Wrong, wrong. We leave U out. Cut it as short as 


possible. Only two vowels; two exclamation O’s! A pair 


of spectacles! Something you see through! That’s honor. 


And now what does the Dictionary say about husband ? 


Look sharp, and read it aloud. I want to squeeze your hand, 
and I can’t while you're holding that confounded book.” 

Alice read aloud. “Husband. <A married man; one who 
keeps a house together. Origin: Ignorance. Now nearly 
obsolete. Still used by savages, but regarded as archaic in the 
more civilised suburbs. A vulgar word.” 

* Now, don’t you ever mention that word here again,” said 
the Duke, testily. “In Smart Society married people are 
only recognised when they live apart and don’t go about 
together. If you want to be taken for a lady never refer to 
your convenience—that’s all he is. Obliterate him. In Smart 
Society ’—he groaned dreadfully—“in Smart Society ”’—he 
groaned again—‘‘in Smart Society St. Paul is regarded as a 
little vulgar, and—the champagne is beastly !” 


te 


‘So is everything else,” said Alice. jut Ill go on just to 
see how nasty and horrid it all is.” 
And Alice went on—dreadfully. 


(T'o be continued, ) 





A TWENTIETH century conference at the Mansion House 
has come to the conclusion that the club is the best remedy 
for Hooliganism. Strange to say, the New York policeman 
made that discovery a generation ago. 

















THATCH OH! 


The Upper Housemaid.—“ Wet, Mr. BELLAMY, I must SAY 
as ’ow You ’AS A LoveEty ’Eap or ’Atr!” 

The Butler.—‘Wert_, Mary JANE, You SEE, IT’S THIS WAY. 
I CLEANS THE LAMPS AND THEN I Russ My ’Anps on My ’Eap.” 
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PLAUSIBLE. 

Constable.—“ HELLO! WHAT’S THIS ABOUT!” 
Burglar.—* Ou! It’s on’y THE Cook HERE WHAT CAWN’T SEE YER TER NIGHT, 
so Sue Ars’t? Me to Give You Your Stout anp STEAK; so IF You’Lt Come Down 
AND Wait wuitst I Run Rounp witH TuIs Bit o’ Wasainc, [LL Git it FoR YER.” 








THE UNITED LIBERALS. 


is 

C.-B. (hastily).—“ Ob! I’m sure that 
the whole party, save the irre concile. 
ables, is agreed on all these points 
Now, as leader, I feel it my duty to as, 
you two gentlemen, which of you js 
going to lead me? I can’t look both 
ways at once. Nobody can. But] can 
oscillate, as you know. Only I mug 
insist that you arrange between your. 
selves which night I have to say which 
thing. If you, Rosebery, speak fo, 
Mondays and Wednesdays, then you must 
not mind Harcourt having Tuesdays 
and Thursdays. Each of you shall have 
a Friday a fortnight.” 

Harcourt.—“ The trouble is, Lord 
Rosebery, that you are not in the House 
of Commons. It’s a splendid place for 
men to find their level. By -the -by, 
do you notice how the Daily News only 
reports you in the third person now?” 

Rosebery.—“ Yes, one of the prettiest 
compliments I have ever received in 
my life. Lehmann realises that I have 
never been one to boom the big I.” 

C.-B. (hastaly ).—“ Really I think this 
affords an excellent basis of reunion, 
The Dady News suppresses your 
speeches Rosebery, while the Daily 
Chronicle suppresses your speeches 
Harcourt. Both papers declare that 
the party is united, and between them 
they cater for the whole Liberal public, 
while each has the largest circulation. 
What more do we want? Provided 
neither paper publishes my speeches; 
the trick is done.” 

[They shake hands and _ separate. 
C.-B. to the House of Commons, Rose- 
bery to the South of France, and 
Harcourt to his books at Malwood. 
The party is now united. ] 


Why is a genius like a half-starved dog ?!—Because he 18 a 











A Rounp TABLE SCENE. 























(Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman and Sir William Harcourt 
drinking Apollinaris. Enter Lord Rosebery.) 
C.-5.—“ What, Rosebery! This ¢s delightful.” 














thin-cur. 
Hi} 
/ /] /} 


Rosebery.—* Bannerman, let me explain. I am a mere | 
private individual of no importance. Hardly a week passes | 
without me resigning something. Every day I declare to the | 
public that I have resumed, am resuming, and shall continue 
to resume my independence. I stand for no party, not even | 
myself. Iam here by accident—and with a cold.” | 

Harcourt (with characteristic chuckle ).—“ Accidents will | 
happen in the best regulated families.” 

Rosebery.—“1 sympathise, Vernon. You and I have both 
lost our Derbies, haven’t we?” 

Harcourt.—"“ We have, Lord Rosebery, and sometimes it 
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seems to me that to win a Derby by accident is no more 
honour than to lose a Derby for the sake of principle.” 





Fast But Nor Quire Fast ENOUGH. 
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I, 

ie, THE DRAMAPHONE. 

Wile. : es 

ints, ‘ HEN you are with anyone 

) ask E W who thinks there is room 

UU is ; for argument as to who is 

both : really our greatest dramatist, take him 

can f to see “ The Notorious Mrs. Ebbsmith ” 

must E at the Royalty Theatre, and ask him ' 

our. f what he thinks any other playwright A 

hich é but Mr. Pinero would have made of this i 
for e subject. Any other author would have 

must e made it either a penny dreadful or a 

days FE more than usually bilious Yellow Book. 

have “ eisnign 


4 Mrs. Ebbsmith, being originally a 
Lord 4 Socialist orator, did not believe in 





Ouse 4 orthodox figures, and paid no attention 

2 for to herown. It was distinctly (Trafalgar) 

-by, 4 square. Her hair, though, was more 

only : Camberwell Green than Hyde Park in 

” 3 treatment—so decorous and undecora- 

tiest tive. She married a brute and _ lost | 

| in faith in mankind and matrimony. As 

lave logically, if one eat a sour plum one : 
e should anathematise ripe grapes and 

this 4 peaches. But Agnes, as her name 

ion. 4 implies, is a Woman. \f 

rour e — 

wily ae [In spite of the fact that the brute 

shes "4 dies, Agnes remains a sceptic. She also 

hat 4 becomes a nurse, discovers that she has 

1em a an affinity with an aristocratic patient, 

lic, 4 takes up her abode with him, and sets 

ion. out to prove to the world that this is 

ded 4 the ideal marriage. Registry officesand | 

hes, ¢ churches are the merest relics of an | 
2 ancient superstition. They go to Venice 

ate. ¢ and begin to write books on the value of 

\se- a magnificent contempt for old-fashioned 

und prejudices. For Agnes, you see, was a 

od. New Woman and naturally enjoyed 


telling us all about it. 





It ends by his growing tired of Venice 

$a and a more or less platonic attachment. 
He cannot detach theory from practice | 

- with her facility; and, being unable | 











= entirely to detach one from the other, 

~ he compromises by suggesting a “‘semi- SHOWING HIM HIS PLACE. 

/ detached,” a villa in a London suburb pe ae “Tse sue" BecuEinG To yom Me sedce te ven - 

| and a warmer affection. It makes her a rei dedi ‘Y)- m 7 snGiasne 50 Tee 4 i PLACE IN THE WORLD ! 
very sad, but his wife—one quite forgot She (innocently ).—“ DEAR ME! How HUuMILIATING ! 
to mention there was a wife, such trifles NN 
are apt to escape one—wants to make it up, and Agnes means orthodoxy, gradually unfrozen again like Colonial mutton and 
to keep him. So she discards “tailor-mades” and goes in for cooked into respectability. It is always like that. The cook 
“confections.” As his passion heightens her costumes become gets cooked. You set out to provide the world with a new 
more décolleté. For the first time, she undresses her shoulders sauce piquante, and the world takes hold of you and you find 
and dresses her hair in the fashionable manner. yourself being gently but firmly boiled or baked in the old, 


—_——_— old-fashioned way. 
In the end, she refuses to be one of a ménage d trois, and 





goes from Venice to Yorkshire. This, of course, symbolises The play could not be more beautifully acted than it is at 
the change between seductive wickedness and austere virtue. the Royalty by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, Mr. Courtenay Thorpe, 
a 2 Mr. Pinero says “ Yorkshire” in a voice which makes you Miss Winifred Fraser, Mr. Arliss, and the other members of 


shiver. It means that poor Agnes is to be refrigerated back into the company. THE Stace Coacu. 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHEST- 
NUT TREE. 


Wuy Tury Were THERE. 


‘1 am here, gentlemen,” explained the 
pickpocket to his fellow prisoners, “as a 
result of a moment of abstraction.” 

“And I,” said the incendiary, “ be- 
cause of an unfortunate habit of making 
light of things.” 

“And I,” chimed the forger, “on 
account of a simple desire to make a 
name for myself.” 

“ And I,” added the burglar, “through 
nothing but taking advantage of an 
opening which offered in a large mer- 
cantile establishment in town.” 


FUN. 


MARCH 16, 1gor, 











EprraPHs IN NEw ENGLAND. 


The following epitaphs were col- 
lected direct from tombstones in 
New England by a trustworthy lady 
contributor: 


Here lies the body of Dr. Hayward. 
A man who never voted. 
Of such is the kingdom of Heaven. 


And am she dead and are she gone ? 
And have she left I all alone ? 

Oh! cruel fate! you is unkind 

To take she ’fore and leave I “hind. 


A bird, a man, a loaded gun. 
No bird—dead man—Thy will be done. 


This corpse 
is 
Phebe Thorpes’. 


Here lies the body of John Mound, 
Lost at sea and never found. 


John Phillips. 
Accidentally shot as a mark 
Of affection by his brother. 


She lived with her husband fifty years, 
and died in the confident hope of a 
better life. 


My wife lies here, 
All my tears cannot bring her back, 
Therefore I weep. 


Mme. Adelina Patti used to keep a 
collection of Press cuttings, but of late 
years she has abandoned this juvenile 
habit. One of the most amusing things 
written about her came from a Chicago 
newspaper, and ran thus: 


“Mme. Patti, the eminent vocalist 
and farewellist, will come to us for 
positively the last time next year. All 
who expect to die before the year after 
next will do well to go to hear the 
human nightingale on this trip, for 
Mme. Patti never says good-bye twice 
in the same year, and to die without 
hearing her strike her high two thousand 
dollar note is to seek the hereafter in 
woeful ignorance of the heights to which 
a woman with good lungs, a castle in 
Wales, and who uses only one kind of 
soap can soar when she tries.” 


The history of that famous soap testi- 
monial has yet to be written !—Daily 
Chronicle. 
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“Great men,” remarked the thoughtfy) 
youth, “are frequently misunderstoog 
by the public.” 


“That,” remarked old Wiseacre, “j, 
very true; and mighty lucky it is fo, 


some of them.” 


THE Worm WILL Torn. 


Poet.—“ Here is the opening stanza 
of a poem which I would like you 
opinion on before submitting it al] - 


“ Let the bird of loudest lay, 
On the sole Arabian tree, 
Herald sad and trumpet be, 

To whose sound chaste wings 
obey.” 
Editor.—“ Young man, it is sim ply 
rot!” 
Poet.—“That’s rather rough on 
Shakespeare, for he wrote it.” 


Teacher.—“ Sixteen boys went to a 
canal on a summer’s afternoon to swim, 
but five were told not to bathe. How 
many went in?” 

Bright Pupil.—“ Sixteen.” 


QUICKLY ADJUSTED. 
Reporter.—“ There’s a newsboy on the 
street yelling out a lot of sensational 
stuff that isn’t in the paper.” 
Great Editor. — “Gee Whittaker! 
Then put it in.” 


THE BALFouUR BULL. 


“Tf some one doesn’t ask for the ful- 
filment of a promise, why should it be 
given?”—ArtTHUR J. BaLrour, //ouse 
of Commons, February 25th, 





EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stamped and 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
wul be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches, 



























